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Nexus
Liberation
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This issue of NEXUS, the little magazine published
at Wright State University, incorporates two important
changes. The magazine now appears in the tabloid
format. And it's no longer for sale; it's being given
away free. These changes express changes our own
heads have gone through as we've worked on the
magazine, and so we're very happy to proclaim, with
not a little nostalgia for the outrageous and outraged
rhetoric of the Sixties, this to be a Special Liberation
Issue.
NEXUS has been around since 1965 when it was
first hand-cranked off a mimeograph machine. It
eventually evolved into the digest format, which
looked prestigious and scholarly, and then to the
full-sized slick mag format. In that format NEXUS pre
sented some very handsome cover art and other
graphics. But we always felt that there was something
inco ngruent, like artificial flowers or coffee table art,
in the slick format. Our own tastes and talents run
toward the earthy and home-grown, and so we de
cided that the tabloid format would be more suitable
for what we have to present.
Even though NEXUS has survived for eleven years,
which is a long time compared t o the lifespan of most
little magazines, it is no better known now than it was
when it started. Much to the dismay of the magazine's
official publishers, the administration of Wright State
University, NEXUS has never broke even. And much
tu1ne dismay of the students who wrote and edited the
magazine, it was never very widely read. The neces
sity of selling the magazine, of course, was the
biggest reason why its circulation was limited. Creat
ing NEXUS, not selling it, was the main concern of its
writers and editors. Had they cared much about effec
tive marketing or making money, they would surely
have turned to dealing in something of wider appeal.
This, too, contributed to our decision to change to
tabloid, which is a cheap enough format that we can
now give the magazine away-free.
In calling NEXUS a little magazine, we don't mean
simply that its size is small or that its circulation is
low. As a little magazine, it is part of a long, proud
tradition in publishing that offers an alternative to
commercial publishing. A !ittle magazine is more per
sonal, and much less formal, than most commercial
publishing ventures. Its emphasis is not making
money, but providing a forum for local writers and
artists. As commercial publishing becomes increas
ingly more stylized and competitive, the little
magazine will also become a more important forum for
new ideas and individual expression.
In addition to the poetry, fiction, and graphics that
NEXUS has traditionally published, this issue also
contains three new columns that comment on art,
music, and the media. You can expect to see these
columns again in future issues, as well as other com
mentary and informative articles.
It is our hope that with this Special Liberation lssu~,
NEXUS can crawl out from under its rock of obscurity
and take its place as a free, alternative magazine serv
ing not only Wright State University, but the surround
ing community as well. To accomplish this we need
your support-as writers and artists and thinkers and
readers. When you've finished reading this magazine,
pass it on to someone else. If you are interested in
working for NEXUS, get in touch.
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SOMETHING ABOUT DAVENPORT, fiction by. Richard
Freeman . Crashing through a big glass door, Little Boy
Blue loses his head, and before it ever hits the ground, a
dwarf runs off with it. The head, that is. But do you really
need an English professor to study Chaucer? And do you
think the police can do anything about it?
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PIE THE LIE! by Mark Willis. Whatever happened to the
Off the Pigs, Eat the Rich radicals of yesteryear who
insisted that the American Revolution had not yet been
completed? In our new MEDIA column , Mark y\lillis talks
with several still in Dayton. They call themselves the Re
volutionary 3 Stooges Brigade, and they're grabbing their
own piece of the Buy-centennial media pie.
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NEXUS POETRY, featuring the work of J.R. Alley, Carl
Anderson, Susan Callan, Kathleen Charnock, Denny
Gorman, Joseph Grand, Randy Marshall, and Howard
Winn.
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This issue's GALLERY features Bob Hower's photo
graphic portraits of the people of Kentucky.
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NEXUS is a student publication of Wright State Uni
versity. It is published three times during the
academic year: Fall, Winter, and Spring.
NEXUS is now distributed free of charge at Wright
State University and in the surrounding community.
Copies are available in the NEXUS office in room 006
in the basement of WSU's University Center, as well as
other sites on campus. NEXUS can be obtained by
mail by sending a self-addressed, stamped manila
envelope to: NEXUS, Wright State University, Dayton,
Ohio, 45431.
Editor Mark Willis
Assistant Editor Randy Marshall
Art Editor Al Winslow
Staff Writers Kathleen Charnock and Wayne Wenning
Staff Photographer David Willis
Faculty Advisor William D. Baker
Unsolicited poetry and fiction manuscripts are wel
come. They cannot be returned by mail, however, un
less accompanied by a self-addressed, stamped en
velope. Articles, columns, and reviews by assignment
only. If you are interested, write NEXUS or call 1-513873-2782.
NEXUS is available to any little magazine or small
press on an exchange basis.
@NEXUS 1976-AII rights revert to authors upon pub
lication.
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MORE POETRY by Judson Crews, Terry Hermsen, lyn
Iii shin, and S. Scibetta.
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GRASS, fiction by Joyce Hegenbarth. A small boy is _
bef~
riended , temporarily, on the banks of the Great M1am
River.
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PLANTS AND MAN, by Randy Marshall. T~II ~II th~ Euell
Gibbons jokes you want, green plants are still vitally 1mp~r
tant to the quality of man's lifestyle. R_andy_ Marshall dis
cusses some of the ways in which this 1s so in our SURVI
VAL column.
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BLUEGRASS IN DAYTON, by Marty Holder. From the
Osborne Brothers to the Hot Mud Family, Marty Hold~r
outlines the pickin' and fiddlin' scene in the Dayton area m
this NEXUS column on MUSIC.
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COMMANDER SALAMANDER, memoir by Wesley
Michaels. Commander Salamander wasn't your average
barracks dope dealer, and the legendary Neon Green wa~
hardly your average , over-priced "Columbian." Check it
out.
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And last but not least, the LAST PAGE NEWS. A NEXUS
exclusive hot off the mojo wire, this page featu_res ~II the
news the New York Times and the WSU Guardian dtd not
see fit to print . .
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Page 2
fiction by Richard Freeman
Little Boy Blue came running down the hall.
Extrapolate, you fancy dans. Came on tip toe feet
with hardly a glance in front. Observing only his
speed and the impudence of his feet. Actually, he
was tearing ass like a mother fucker and. He didn't
give a shit you could say. Bt.lt he was only seven
years old and at that age, one tends to run.
"Sammy, watch where you're going."
That from a mother once pregnant. A miracle
you would believe. That she could be fucked. I
mean, you can be sure that she and poppa did it at
least once. In 1932.
Something like eleven rooms on each side of
the giant glass door that Sammy is about to run
through in the hotel. "Tell me, Sammy, what was it
like to hit the door?"
"I haven't done it yet, shit head. Can't you read
the script?"
And with a crash rendered heartbreaking by a
mother whose heart just broke, little Sammy went
through the glass door. Glass zippered down and,
in a blood stop time moment like vagina at first
sight, eased his head off.
"And before it hit the ground, before it hit
the . . ."
"Now lady, just take it easy. We just want you to
tell us what happened."
"Well, officer, a dwarf, or a midget, I can't be
sure which."
"Sure, lady, just take it easy."
Before the head hit the ground, he caught it. It
didn't even have a chance to hit the floor. He
just . . ."
"What did he look like?"
"Like a dwarf."
Unk. once said. This is Unk. Bunny, late of Au
stralia so it has been told. A wise old son of a bitch
it has been added. He once said, ''l'se gwine up da
big ribber, massa."
I have no idea of telling you how I got in the hall.
Been wondering that for some score years. How
I'm always there when the heads fall. A miracle, I
might say. One miracle among the hundreds that
make saints of some. Besides, that cock sucker
God had to do something to make up for my lack of
body size.
"You have to study Chaucer with a college pro
fessor. After all he wrote Middle Inglish. You Can't
read that by yourself."
What could be so special about the last few
footsteps of a child? Examine them if you want to.
Check out the muscles and nerves if you care. You
can't get close to death no matter how hard you try.
So that when he struck the glass door and had his
poor little head severed off the body and the result
ing rush of blood messed up the wallpaper to such
an extent that it would never clean not to mention

all of that glass to be gotten out of the rug. Did you
notice if there was a rug or not? To tell the truth, I
can't remember.
Anyway, it's a bitch no matter how you look at it.
Get in there you crusty assed mother fucker. You
sulfur assed cock swallower.
"Look lady, aon't worry about it. I mean, this isn't
the first time this has happened."

"No!"
"Hell no, there's got to be dozens of this sort of .
thing. You don't just think you were the first, do
you? Like in the files, we have hundreds of cases.
Just a matter of searching the files."
"Yeah, lady, there's never a first time. It's all in
the files. Somewheres. If you know how to find it."
"So get off our ass and don't bother us. The kids
dead already, why don't you bury him."
You, you, you, you, you there. Don't run to China
'til next year or the year after.
PEE NIS. What a horrid word. You can see it
can't you. Having it hanging there buried in hair.
And all of my problems could be attributed. But it's
got to be removed. Fucking pee nis. And VAGINA
That's quite a word. Like a busted chicken with
horse shit on a fence with feet in.
I want to grind my teeth together on everyone of
them. Vag vag vag. It just isn't enough. Oh God,
how can you just stand there and do nothing. A
penis. Just a little squirrel thing. Sitting there ready
to grow into an ugly hammer head with unwinking
eye that opens and closes sideways if you
squeeze and you can't see into it at all. Or hanging
limp wrinkly and always too small.
And a vagina hiding behind inadequate blond
hair so that it shows pink and miserable or with
brown curly hair slicked up to the belly. Sweating
sticks it to the body and you see this slit. This open
fat slit. A blind mouth. A sea slug that's sick of
itself.
And to study Chaucer, you need to have a pro
fessor.. He's in Middle Inglish."
" Oh let me tell you a story. I'm sure you'll want to
hear this. Well, in New Jersey, where I'm from.
There's this inn in Hazlewood. Now this was a
center during the Revolutionary War. Only it
wasn't Hazlewood then. And it wasn't, I'm sure.
There's this church there, though, right near where
Washington crossed over I'm told, and, well,
Midge Jarrow called me up and asked me to lunch.
And I said, why that would be wonderful. And we
went to Hazlewood."
"Look, lady, it's here somewhere."
" But Sammy, his head."
I'm so totally embarassed of cunts.
And Unk. Banana once said, in his Australian
wisdom of Fred Schwartz and Carter Brown. That
under the equator savagery of blood from prison
ers. He said that, "Now for the unprecedented first

time, science has allowed us to outlive the earth. A
master stroke of genius and error. Don't let it get
out of hand."
So I'm sitting here in my office on 7th Avenue
between Washington and Lincoln. On the door's
the name, Ed Howard, Investigations. That's right,
I'm Ed Howard. You can recognize me by the lump
under the arm pit. Where I keep my 38. I call it
Elizabeth. My gun. Ar Pe 1• Mae, my knife,
tock~. Cuts out
taped to the crack betv-. en my
sodomy fast. In this bt· iness
1 run 1to some
strange customers.
Like this dame who came intf'\ the office and
screamed at me, " My baby, they've stolen his
head."
And what a babe. Tits sagging down to her belly
button. I wanted to ask her if sht=- _,0uld , 1row them
over her shoulders. Instead, I &aid, "What?"
"He's stolen the head. The police won't do any
thing."
That hit me strange. The police are my friends.
Now I can do some things that they can't like
circumsize and perform abortions but when it
comes to a big size job, they have all the stuff.
Organization. So I said, " Look, lady, if you've seen
the police, there's no need to spend extra money."
"But all they said was they'd look in the files."
"Well Jesus Christ, lady, what do you want them
to do? Why that's more than they do for most
people. Hell, if it's anywhere, it's in the files. You're
not the first, you know."
There's a whole ring of abortion girls in
Philadelphia who, in order not to bleed monthly,
get knocked up by whoever suits and fits their size
A slits 'cause they're only 14 and haven't grown
yet. But, they get this pregnant belly and abort on
albino glue or sanoflush or coat hangers. And thus
avoid the rag.
Because, I'm telling you, they're afraid of it.
Have no idea how it happens and being young and
shy and wanting to look nice while swimming and
enjoying a good screw when they see one. Well ,
you can imagine.
The dream occulist told me that in order to see
everything well. I had to cut down on my fuel
intake. You get better dreams when you're starv
ing and visions of eternal old age are common
place. I mean, how can you fear or love death
when it's all planned out? Bought in advance by
social security. All we can get a hand on is being
eternally dried up like leather wing bats and snorts.
Like a convention of newsboys. Oh, the sadness
of that moment.
"Look, lady, do you think that we have the time
to just look into your simple assed case? Do you
realize that there's probably a rape going on right
now? Some woman getting violated and opened
up like a pocketbook."

"It's like this," said the second cop. They travel
in pairs in this city to protect each other. No telling
what's going to happen. Violence springs up even
in winter when you'd think otherwise. "It's like this,
right now some lady just like you is getting seeded
and salted and having her head cuffed on the
sidewalk so she can't scream for us."
"But she will, in a minute or two. Soon as it's
over."
"And then we have to go to her and listen. The
same old story. I mean, you don't think that rape's
a new thing."
"Nope. We'll just check the files."
"It's an old world, lady. It's been recorded al
ready."
And Sammy, we won't mention him too much
anymore because we have other and better things
to get at, was picked up and put on a stretcher and
folded up in quarters and slung in a morgue
drawer. Routine was followed or not depending on
special rules, but in this case, everybody agreed
and I am sure that you would agree if you could get
into it. Anyway, that ends our worry for Sammy.
He's been taken care of.
" Let me tell you a story that, I hope. No, you'll
enjoy 1t. Now, I come from New Jersey and I was
talking to Mabel Washington one day and she
invited me out to lunch dutch treat and, I said,
wonderful as Fred was working and the kids are off
to college and you know that it's always good to
get out for an afternoon.
"This was quite a while ago. Before Fred's heart
attack and then, Jennie got arrested for drugs. My
own child. Young Fred's doing fine on Wall Street
at least.
"But we went to Hazlewood which is a suburb
but they have this lovely little inn where the Re
volutionary War. Oh no, I mean it wasn't actually
fought there."
And in Africa, so I've heard, there's a tribe of
bushmen born with eternal hardons. Or semi
hardons at the very least And they go along with
out breech clouts because they're proud of them.
But his has no baring on the story.
And old Unk. ,that hidebound Australian of al
most Homeric proportions once said, "I'm sure
that one day, man will put away his foolish
weapons. Because, he will see that his mind is
weapon enough. And the will to death will be pos
sible. And in that moment of eternal peace. I'm
sure that everyone will will themselves to death out
of boredom. Such a happy moment."
Turtle Junction Traffic Control never warned
1 you about these things. Taken for granted that
women in Volkswagens will.be protected by Ger
manic Gods. And, in this one case, they were.
Thunder Axton at the wheel. Driving aluminum
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strips to wherever the highways end. Insurance
paid up and Teamsters dues in the pot. Another
long haul and innumerable truck stops. Infinite
dried hamburgers.
Turtle Junction Police came upon his truck,
:stopped proudly at Endsweep Road. Volkswagen
lady crying into blue scented kleenex slightly
soiled from glove compartment oil leak.
" He musta stopped too damn fast."
"Would have thought that they'd of tied down
that stuff better."
" Have to file an accident report on this. God
damn women drivers."
"Okay, lady, just tell us what happened."
"I came around the curve and . . ."
Face into the kleenex again spilling mascara
and permanent tears.
"God damn aluminum went right through the
back of the cab and sliced his head off clean."
" Seen it happen before once or twice."
"Lady, where's the head?"
In her spiral eye, she sees the midget hop on the
warm hood of the truck and shop lift the smilinQ
face all so congruent with such a quick death
"And he kissed it and ran off. I swear that's what
happened."
"We believe you, lady. But you don't mind if we
check over your car first."
"Just routine."
"I tried to read Chaucer a few times but had to
give it up. It's impossible to read him on your own."
And when there's no fucking traffic light or
anything, I should have the right of way. No damn
car's gonna stop me, I'll tell you that. Should have
slammed shit into her. But the fuckin' orders were
to stop whenever possible. Shit, did you ever see a
chance like that to wipe out a Volkswagen? What
do you think, mister?
Well could be. We'll try to do better by you next
time. Can't satisfy everyone. Go collect your pay
check.
And whatever happened to the good old rubber
necked whore house madams? Here I am running
a business as private eye and can't find a jealous
wife or husband in the lot.
Stop by a street and ask for directions in the
suburbs. Just try it. They'll take you for a John. All
these green grassed tight pants bitches waiting for
alcoholic supper grease in the day.
No more sitting around and playing bridge. No
sir, it's take the mark to the master bedroom,
Marie, and while I'm working, you can dust the
East bedroom. How about that.
So what do I get? Nuts running in here. Like
today. This chick barges in and she's got this blue
kleenex stuffed up her nose. Crammed in like a fist
or large intestine. You got to be precise in this

business. They teach you to see things as they is.
Why you could have three greasers come in
here on tip toes and murder someone and ten
minutes later, I'll be able to tell you what color ties
they were wearing.
So to be precise, this chick barges in with a
kleenex up her nose and says, in a muffled voice,
"His head was stolen." Like that's all she said.
And, being quick on the uptake and having studied
psychology at U.C.L.A., I said, "Whose Head?"
Yeah, now I know it was a stupid question but
you can't be perfect. All the time at least. If I must
say so. Anyway, she just cried harder and I patted
her on the shoulder and clucked her under the
chin.
Well, with that, she looked at me as if I was Jack
the Ripper and, almost knocking over my blue
plush chair, she ran out of the office.
It's no wonder with the kind of guff she was
putting down. Stolen heads. Who in all hell would
steal a head?
And Unk. Philo, standing in kangaroo country
once remarked to his most learned disciple, a
reconditioned aborigine, that, " Given my choice
between this life and the next, I'd rather take the
later. Because there's gonna be gold streets and
fried chicken and wings and choirs and all the
fuckin' that a body can take in. I'm telling you."
"Sheet, man, ain't no reason for that fuckin'
seven ball not to fall. Should have used more
follow. Fuckin' nine."
In New York City, there's this special club. Like
it's a club so choosy that senators and
businessmen can't join at will. Like it's the hardest
club in the world to join, you see. Cause you got to
have a long assed cock to get in. Stop me if you've
heard this.
And here's this cat, man. Been trying to get in for
years. He's a member of who's whos in the who's
whos. And he's in the Roach Club. But he can't get
in, you see. And every year, he tries again. Cause
he's got a long cock, you know. All of 37". A plank
buster of a cock. A sod hopper.
Well, it's time to try one more year. He's been
stretching and trying special hardon juice and eat
ing oysters. The whole gig. And standing front of
the club is this big impressive doorman. With gold
braid, blue uniform, the whole works.
And this cat, he says,· Uh uh," when your man
tries to get in. He just looks at our man's pants and
laughs. Well , this is moderately upsetting.
So our man , he says, "Why do you laugh at me,
you common door keeper?"
And the door keeper, he motions towards his
foot. He's wearing these size fourteen boots. And,
careful like, he pulls his pants leg out of the right
boot. And, plain as the eye can see, is this cock
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stem. The head must be somewhere near the toe.
"Do you see that," he says, "well, sheet man, I'm
just the door keeper here."
"What doyou mean you can't find the records?"
Well, look for yourself. Nobody's tried filing any
thing in years. Just throw it in the garbage can and
hope that it'll be assorted."
"Look, we know that there's a copy of a report
pertaining to this somewhere down here."
"I have no doubt that there is. But fuck if I'm
going to look for it. I have enough trouble just
keeping the place dusted. Can't even get an ex
·terminator in. Don't have the money."
Well, what good are you then?"
"Look, mister, all I do is collect my pay check. If
you want my opinion, I just can't wait till they bum
.this place down. They've been promising it for the
last seven years. They just can't find the paper
giving them permission to do it. It's down here
somewhere. Everything is, you know."
I've been collecting heads for what seems to me
to be thousands of years. It can't be, I know, but it
seems like that somehow. One hell of a long time.
Have you ever looked hard at a head? You can
get a lot out of it. But it's not until you put your hand
in one that there's any real response.
I have this procedure. As soon as I get one, I
take it home. I'm so proud to own a new one. Not
like those damn head shrinkers who just want to
manipulate and shrink. I mean, sure they use a
procedure. It isn't as if procedure dehumanizes. It
isn't as if one were getting in a rut by doing the
same thing over and over the same way. There's
nothing ·wrong with that. Why, we aren't fetishists
you realize. There's an advantage to doing things
the same old way.
Anyway, let me tell you about my procedure. I'm
quite proud of it if I may say so. First, I suck out all
of the free blood. It's getting so that climate
changes are less noticable and blood stays
fresher longer. Then, with my fingernail, I pick out
all of the clots. It's a long process. They form in the
funniest places.
Then, I shampoo the hair, unless the head is
bald. In that case, I just massage the scalp until it
glows and looks healthy. That's why it's so nice to
get young heads, they're so strong.
"Look, lady, it's not as if this were the first time. I
mean, when you've gone over police history and
read crime stories, you see how many times it's
been done."
"Don't they teach you that in school?"
May I interject for a moment? Just to keep the
records straight the body of the truck driver, whose
name I have forgotten it seems, was folded in the
pattern of a swan. A masterly job. His parents will
be proud of the result achieved and rigor rnortis
should keep it in position like epoxy.
And, to show you the value of good industrial
process, the truck was uninjured except for the
shattered rear window. When you buy a truck, pay
for the best. In the long run, it's cheaper.
Muntz has recorded an interesting anthropolog
ical custom. There seems to be this tribe in West
Africa ·.vhose women are unable to reach orgasm.
They stuff live coals in their vaginas, starting from
an early age. The resulting damage to the nerves,
when burning is done over a period of years, is
almost unestimatable. We can try to picture a
finger that is broken repeatedly. It will not function
as well as most.
These women, though, are insatiable. They
keep trying to find the pleasure that should be
there. For there is a legend that there once was
pleasure and being savage, they still believe their
legends. Muntz recorded the instance of one
woman who had continual intercourse for 36 hours
before falling asleep. There is no knowledge as to
whether the men of the tribe feelinadequatE!I There
is no word or concept in their language for this.
"Let me tell you a story. I'm sure you'll find it
amusing. Well, in New Jersey, where I'm from, we
have this wonderful little inn. In Hazletown. And I
was sitting at home one afternoon while Tom, my
husband, was probably screwing some little bitch
in his office. This was a bad period for Tom and
me. Well, anyway, Millie McGuire my next door
neighbor called me up and said why don't we go
out to lunch and I said wonderful. So we went to
this inn that's in Hazlewood which is a suburb but,
believe it or not, you can get good food there.
Washington once went through that area and, this
was before it was Hazletown of course, there's this
quaint church there."
And once, while Unk. was visiting relatives in the
provinces, one of his nephews came up to him and
said. "If you're so smart, why aren't you rich?" And
Unk. Sarod, in a fit or pique, bought up the
nephews indenture with a small supply of gold.

Then, when the market was right, sold him into
bondage to the Dropico Opium Gang and made a
handsome profit on the deal.
"I'd like to go back to college so I could read
Chaucer but I fear I'm too old, don't you think so? I
mean, you have to have a professor to read him.
Of course, I could hire a tutor. But no one young
reads him these days. How could anybody even
write in Middle Inglish?"
Not having seen a circus in quite a-While, the
next scene will be but a matter of conjecture. Like
the shell and the pea. Hit or miss sort of thing; or is
it. At any rate, its truth shouldn't concern us and
the incidents, though fetching, are not really impor
tant. I'll bet you eleven dollars of my money on
that.
"Let's get this straight. No place for confusion
here. Hit the little spike with your hammer. Test
your elemental strength."
And up, from the crowd, came Lance Good
worth, a sporting fellow. Flashing a smile as he
would a twenty, he lifts the sledge and, folding his
ass for leverage, swings.
"There it goes, up to the bell."
"Jolly good," thought Lance as he leaned way
over to see the action. A bit of a stunner if I may say
so myself as he stuck his head under the returning
guillotine blade. "Smashing," he said as the blade
slipped off his head matter of factly. "Keen blade,"
his severed head thought, though it was a slow
thought.
Through the crowd under the skirts of the wait
ing shocked tore the midget. And, taking time to
look up an occasional one, it still couldn't have
taken him more than ten seconds to reach his
prize.
"It's mine," he menaced. No one challenged
him and he dashed off to the dressing room. A
cheer went up for the police.
"Ed Howard, what in all hell are you doing
here?"
" How do, Sargent."
"How is it you always find the stiffs before we
do?"
"Luck, Lieutenant Polack."
"Sure, sure. Just tell us what you've got to do
with this case."
"Nothing, just came here for some amusement."
"Does this amuse you?"
Look fellows, cut this crap."
"Don't shit us, Howard, we can have your
license for this."
"All right, I was here investigating head thefts."
"That's better, Howard."
"There've been several, you know."
"What the fuck you think this is, our first time on
the job?"
"Yeah, we've seen this sort of thing before, you
know."
"Dozens of times."
"You have any ideas about it, Howard?"
"Nope, should I? Why don't you look in the
files?"
Funny you should mention that, we had the
same idea."
"It's got to be there, somewhere."
Lance, baby, you shouldn't have looked up. Al
ways straight ahead. Nothing to see in the sky.
You fucking nut.
Intelligence from outer space looking down at
earth. "Well, should we land, make contact?"
"Hell, I don't know. What's in it for us?" "I could
swear I've been through this before, a doien
times." " Deja Vue, no doubt. Or the Martian equi
valent."
,And in the Sanslkrit tablets, there is recorded!
one particular miracle. It seems that one summer,
a yellow dust covered the sky and all babies born
at the time had two heads. The people of the
village where this was recorded, it may or may not
have happened in other localities, took the chil
dren to the village stream and drowned them.
Tt:,en, from the sky, came a terrible shriek and a
burst of orange-red light. Within three days, all but
a few in the village were dead and on the sand
near the place where the babies were buried was
written the word SAWDUST.
May I have your attention. When you yell fire in a
crowded theatre, be sure that same fire actually
exists. It's hard enough trying to understand
people without extraneous data and verbal com
plications being thrown in. That seems clear
enough.
"And Ethel and I had a wonderfu iunch. They
make just the best grilled cheese sandwiches in
· •,,~letown that you can imagine. We sat and
· for, 0h it must have been hours. And right
across the street was this church that was there in

the Revolutionary War. It was so cute. George
Washington stopped there, so I've been told, and it
just goes to show how lovely these ancient things
are. Don't you know."
And if you're caught, they'll throw you in this hole
and pump you full of God knows what 'til you think
you'll explode. It's horrid. You just shake and cry
for days at a time. And the people sit up there on
these stone steps and observe you. It's best to kill
yourself if it comes to that.
I keep the heads in solution for a little while, to
make them soft for the varnish. It's important that
they be lifelike. It's an artistic problem in the long
run. Not quite hit or miss since one can plan. The
most care has to be, just has to be the teeth and
the eye sockets .
At first, I pulled out the teeth but, it didn't look
right. In something like this, looks are quite impor
tant. Don't you agree. So, after much deliberation,
I decided to keep the teeth in unless they were
decayed past the point of redemption.
On the matter of the eyes, well, even after all
these years I haven't come up with the perfect
solution. All people are so different. Sometimes, I
like to leave the eyes in. But usually, I pu II them out
and sand paper the sockets.
I admit that it looks a bit shocking but there is the
matter of practicality. One must have a use for
these heads.
When the head is, in my opinion , finished, I just
sit and look at it for a day or two. I turn it to all
angles. I have a special table for this. The head is
clamped down, naturally.
I wear dungarees, usually, and because of my
small size, I need a belt to hold them up. But, by
undoing the belt, they fall off easily. Then, it's just a
matter of pulling down my underpants.
You must understand that my penis is quite
small owing to my size. So, I have to start the
operation by hand. You can't grab it too hard. Just
a nibble or two with the fingertips suffices. Then,
when it's about two inches long, A sickening two
inches of dried skin, I slip it into the eye socket.
And it just fits. Tight. Almost a case of suction. It
won't really come out easily until later. And I grab
the head by the ears and try to pull and I swear, I
swear that the brain just begins to kiss me. To
gobble me up. That it grabs my cock and begins to
suck it and fold it over.
And I can't get the head off. I pull the ears and
nothing happens. I'm being eaten alive. I run
around the room and find a hammer. I'm small but I
pound with quite a bit of force. And it won't come
loose. The brain is insatiable. It wants me and my
back arches and I can't make up my mind. I don't
want the brain to have me, to win over me.
It's sucking all my juice out. And I can't stop it.
I'm like a mad man. God damn it, let me go. While
scales are running up my sides and tears are
leaking. Oh God, I'm lying on top of the head trying
to crush it to death and rolling it back and forth. Oh,
enough, enough. Pull me off, suck out, tear the shit
from me. And it does. It does. Jerking in spasms, I
refuel the head. It's alive and it loves me. It wants
to make love to me.
"I've checked and there's a book of Chaucer
translated into Modem English. It reads so easily.
But I'm sure that I'm missing something. It can't be
just a bunch of stories. No, you need a good pro
fessor to get the full meaning. That's for sure. I
keep thinking that I should go back to college."
Lance had quite a family gathering at his funer
al. The immediate family, not caring about cost,
had his body unbent from its Cheshire Cat shape
that the morgue attendant had folded him into. A
fake head of plaster of paris was purchased and
everyone was heard to exclaim, that it "Looked
just like him."
"Hey, God damn it, where should I put these
things?"
"What are they?"
Files."
Oh, of what?"
"This head business. Got the records here of
the latest case."
"Are they any good?"
"Well, it's hard to say. But they're complete and
up to the moment."
"Well, throw them in the trash bin over there."
"You're sure they won't be thrown out."
"Yeah, we keep everything around here,
somewhere. It doesn't matter too much, no one
really gives a shit about them anyway. It's just old
stuff."
"Care for a beer?"
"Yeah, sounds like a gore ,dea.
, pretty
dusty down here. Place is a regular f .
1p. I'll tell
you."

■
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by Mark Willis

/

It's 1976. In honor of the Buy-centennial, nearly
every television commercial and newspaper ad is
featuring Paul Revere or Ben Franklin or some
body else from that legendary gang. And they're
hawking nearly everything-from life insurance to
light beer to feminine hygiene pads-and they've
got star-spangled savings to tell you about, and
All-American revolutionary values. The word "re
volution," once a touchstone in Sixties rhetoric,
has been neutered through media over-kill. So if
you're at all concerned about this Buy-centennial
largesse, or if you're a bit nostalgic, you may won
der in 1976: whatever happened to the Off the
Pigs, Eat the Rich, Chicago in '68, Miami in '72
radicals who insisted that the American revolution
had not yet been completed?
A handful of them who are still hanging around
Dayton have organized an underground conspi
racy known as the Revolutionary 3 Stooges
Brigade. As the name suggests, their aim is partly
serious and partly flippant-to literally smear pie in
the faces of local Buy-centennial hucksters. Ac
cording to FBI estimates, there are between 20
and 25 card-carrying Stooges in the Dayton area.
Their main spokesmen and agents provacateur
call themselves Jimmy Carter the Pot Farmer (not
to be confused with the shuck-and-jive, Pepso
dent smile peanut man of the same name) and
Poncho White Villa (not to be confused with the
Average American Shopper). Like the Yippies of
yesteryear, with whom they still keep contacts,
they're still outraged and outrageous, a little
paranoid and a little crazy.
"IDEOLOGICALLY," JIMMY CARTER THE
POT FARMER EXPLAINS, "the R3SB is Marxist.
Groucho and Chico and Harpo . . . you've
heard that one before? Well, let me think of some
of our other cliches .. . like Ben Franklin, we
believe that the national bird should be the turkey
instead of the eagle, because so many Americans
act like turkeys . . . the only real difference bet
ween us and the revolutionaries of 1776 is that, in
1776, they dumped the tea in Boston harbor, and
today we smoke it."
According to Poncho White Villa, the R3SB is a
genuine American melting pot, since the#Stooges
are not exclusively Maoists, Weather-people, nor
associates of any of the "alphabet soup briaades."
(like the Stooges' acronym, this is a thinly-veiled

allusion to the Revolutionary Students Brigade, or
RSB, a group of sober-minded leftists whom the
Stooges consider almost as silly as the media
revolutionaries. The RSB, for their part. consider
the Stooges to be rip-offs, cocksuckers, and
counter-revolutionaries.) "The R3S B," Poncho
White Villa says, "consists of school teachers and
young professionals and other people active in
community issues in Dayton." Many of them are
survivors of BS programs at Wright State. Overthe
years most of them have been engaged-from
within and without The System-in most of the
standard radical causes. In this particular phase of
their radical politics they seem themselves wag
ing, not guerrila warfare, but monkey warfare,
against the Buy-centennial.
The R3SB's cultural heroes are Larry and Curly
and Moe. the original Three Stooges known to
millions through daytime television re-runs. Larry,
Curly and Moe were the originators of the R3SB's
main tactic, throwing a cream pie in someone's
unassuming face. And the Yippies are the source
of the R3SB's basic strategy, to communicate a
protests message by staging a media event in
front of reporters and TV cameras.
The Stooges' first victim was a Paul Revere
impostor who made an appearance at Dayton's
Court House Square last fall to promote the Yan
kee Doodle Ball, a gala event for Dayton's philan
thropic Beautiful Peqple sponsored by the Dayton
Opera Association. He got a fat cherry pie in his
face, and the Opera Association wanted to press
charges, but the Dayton Police were unable to
catch the Stooges involved. The second victim,
Rod Perry of Oakwood's SWATteam, was a noble
attempt that failed at the last moment when the
Stooges chickened out. Perry was representing
SWAT on a float in the Christmas parade last
December. The Stooges were indignant because
the '.'storm-trooper symbol of SWAT," which
stands for Special Weapons and Tactics, was al
lowed to appear in a Christmas parade along with
Santa Claus." Yes, Virginia, there is a subliminal
fascism," they charged in a communique handed
out at the parade and addressed to Virginia Ketter
ing Kamph, Dayton's matron saint. Rumor had it
that the next R3SB target was Julie Nixon
Eisenhower, who came to Rike's department store
in Dayton in January to promote a mass-produced
series of needlepoint designs which she had

styled after some of Ike's homier watercolors. The
Stooges failed this time, too.
In February, WHIO-TV and its owner, the Cox
media conglomerate, became the next Stooges'
target. "In a series of mediocre. sloganizing com
mercials," the Stooges explained in the com
munique to be handed out at the pie kill, ,:WHIO
wears the Revolution on its sleeve and panders
the Buy-centennial in order to promote its own
weather, news. and sports." The communique
also charged that the Cox conglomerate threatens
to monopolize freedom of the press through its
ever-expanding control of local media outlets. In
Dayton, the Cox family owns not only WHIO radio
and television. but also both the major daily news
papers. Throughout the country Cox holdings in
clude thirteen other newspapers, four more TV
stations. and eight more radio stations. In the
communique the Stooges charged that the Cox
corporate holdings threaten to eliminate the diver
sity of news sources on which a free press de
pends.
What better way to make these points known ,
the Stooges' strategy went, than to pie a WHIO
"TV news personality" live on the Instant News?
Jack Hurley, Channel 7's News Director, was the
Stooges' first candidate, but when they could not
connect with him. they decided to get whoever
happened to do the live, noon-day news broadcast
on Presidents Day, February 16. The victim hap
pened to be Don West, and the pie-throwing assa
sin happened to be Jimmy Carter. As West was
interviewing Montgomery County Commissioner
Ray Wolf and Dayton Power & Light representa
tive John Fischer in front of live TV cameras, with
the Montgomery County Administration Building
as the back-drop, Carter walked up, pulled a
banana cream pie out of a shopping bag, and
hurled it at West. It whizzed past the newsman's
head, missing him by inches. West glanced nerv
ously at the pie as it flew past him, then he con
tinued the interview. Carter retreated to a waiting
car to get it together for another attempt. Later he
explained that he had just gotten out of the County
Workhouse the day before; he was nervous, and
that's why he missed. On the second attempt,
however, one of Carter's accomplices hit West
square in the chest with another pie. The only flaw
this time was that West was no longer performing
for live cameras. He was making a tape for the 6

f
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o crocK news, and the video footage would never

Poncho White Villa (left) and the author and the ghost of Che at a clandestine,
conspiratorial meeting at Wright State's May 4 walk out. In order to preserve his
underground identity, White Villa would only allow this photograph of his back. The
walk out over tuition increases at WSU attracted about a hundred sleepy students;
most of them admitted that they had never heard of Che.

We Need More Wallowing
The crazies who hang out in the NEXUS office
are always cooking up schemes to amuse them
selves and prevent their minds from hurtling oft
into outer space. One of their latest brainstorms
which they vow to get together even though en
tropy tends to rule their universe, is the Wallowing
in Watergate Collective. Its purpose is to bring
together Watergate Cultists for the perpetual vilifi
cation of the Man himself, Richard Milhouse Ni
xon.
The collective started last April when a handfu
of media junkies, bum-outs, one ex-CIA agent,
and one token political hack got together for a
rowdy Trash Ronald Reagen party, which coin
cided with the presidential candidate's first
nationwide campaign broadcast on television.
Even though Reagen has some impressive cre
dentials to earn the group's disgust-from the
cowboy movies to the General Electric Hour, from
the People's Park massacre in Berkeley to the
death of George Jackson at San Quentin-they
found that Reagen was a poor substitute for
Richard Nixon. It was like comparing an armadillo
to a hyena, or Lean Strips to bacon. Or "Mighty
Joe Young" to "Ktng Kong".
Instead of Ronald Reagen, the nostalgic spec
ter of Nixon dominated the trashing party.
Everyone realized that thev missed Ni-

xon . . . maybe they even needed him. Back in
the good old days of Watergate wallowing, hating
Nixon was one thing you could be sure of when
you woke up in the morning, and it was a sentiment
more widely shared than almost any other.
The Wallowing in Watergate Collective was
born that night to keep the old spirit of Nixon
ridicule and Nixon loathing alive. The collective
has been gathering on a haphazard basis at local
watering holes for group therapy and nostalgia
sessions, and now they are devising ways of turn
ing Richard Nixon into an object of art which could
possibly be the foundation of a new avant garde
art movement.
One of the collective's long-term goals is the
filming of a cheap sci-ti thriller tentatively called
"Nixon Meets Godzilla." One of their more realis
tic, short-term projects is a big party to commemo
rate the second anniversary of Nixon's resignation
on August 9. Tapes of famous Nixon speeches will
be played and other suitable Nixon rituals will be
performed. The only requirement for admission to
the party will be some item of Nixon art or Nixon
memorabilia.
To keep posted on these plans, or to join the
Wallowing in Watergate Collective, you can write
NEXUS or call 873-2782.

be aired.
THUS FAR, THE STOOGES' PIE-KILL RE
CORD stands at two direct hits and one abort. On
a certain personal level this score is satisfying To
hit someone whom you think is a phoney smack in
the face with a cream pie involves a release of
frustration, as though you had cut through the
layers of bullshit and connected. As street theater
the Stooges' record is also pretty successful. Each
pie kill took place in downtown Dayton in front of
moderate crowds. At each kill the Hairy Armpit
Brigade, the R3SB's women's auxiliary, distri
buted communiques explaining why the kill was
being made.
As effective media manipulation, however, the
Stooges' record has not been very successful at
all. Bette Rogge was covering the Yankee Doodle
Ball promotion when Paul Revere got it. During her
Channel 7 News report on the event, if you looked
closely, you could see the gooey remains of a
cherry pie at the feet of a Dayton Opera diva as
she sang "America the Beautiful" . . . but abso
lutely no mention was made of the pie kill itself, let
alone the Stooges' reason for it. The Yipster
Times. the Yippie rag out of New York City, re
printed the SWAT communique in full. but the
article was inaccurate in one detail. It reported that
Perry had indeed been hit. The Don West pie kill
received good coverage in the Dayton Journal
Herald, but the article just described the kill itself,
not the ideology behind it. Only the People's News
on WYSO-FM in Yellow Springs explained why
West had been pied. Since the kill was not being
filmed live, but for a tape, WHIO-TV had no trouble
ignoring the event completely.
Despite the joking rhetoric, which sometimes
suggests that the Stooges do not take this pie
business too seriously, they are indeed bothered
by the failure to get widespread media coverage.
Poncho White Villa says that he knows the big
media here do not like it when some one tries to
use them in this way, but he explains that this kind
of media manipulation is the only way the Stooges
can make their message known. "This is the only
alternative we have We cannot afford to buy air
time or billboards to get our message across
. . . you know. we believe that freedom of the
press is only for the people who own the presses,
and so our only hope of getting on the air is to hit
someone with a pie during some Buy-centennial
event. We figure that a lot of people can identify
with this, though, not as senseless vandalism, but
as exposing all this ridiculous hype. But we don't
want to wear this thin, and we don't want to do it in
vain. We want people to learn from our actions. we
want them to know what's going on."
EVEN THOUGH THE REVOLUTIONARY
THREE STOOGES have been throwing banana
cream pies instead of bombs, they are still a little
paranoid about getting busted. "It's strange, Pon
cho White Villa explained. "In this kind of monkey
warfare you can get busted hard, or you can get off
scot-free." He added that there have been reports
in the press during the last year that the FBI is now
devoting a lot of attention to subversives who may
disrupt the Buy-centennial. Many of the Stooges
have been active in street politics for years, and
Poncho White Villa has little doubt that the FBI and
the local police already know about them.
"We've always thought that we were being
watched," he says. "All radicals think that. For
some strange reason my phone snaps, crackles,
and pops like-the Fourth of July, but my parents'
phone doesn't. So we've been careful about pre
serving our identities, even though we don't plan
anything big. But if for some reason things get hot
around here-and it happened in Chile, so it could
happen here-we would be the first to get rounded
up. Say Ford came to Dayton this year for some
reason. They would probably haul us in as poten1ial assassins."
As the Buy-centennial grinds toward its July 4th
climax, the Revolutionary 3 Stooges Brigade are
intensifying their monkey warfare campaign. Pon
cho White Villa and Jimmy Carter the Pot Farmer
both say they are heading to Philadelphia on July
4th, along with thousands of other old-time freaks
and Yippies from around the nation. Some New
York planners are predicting that the anti-Buy
centennial protest is Philly could be as large as the
anti-war moratoriums of 1969.
"Don't worry, though," Jimmy Carter adds. "You
can guarantee that the Fourth of July parade in
Dayton will know that we're around. We're working
on ways to saturation-bomb that parade with pies
by remote control, with pie launchers mounted on
roof-tops, and pie bombs sent through the
mail . . ."

POETRY
LOGORRHEA
by J. A. Alley

HANDLE WITH CARE
by Lance Goldberg
We told you not to go:
Out on the brick streets
Old and littered,
Gray sky dimly lit cobblestonesNo shadows or shimmering on that avenue,
You're bound to look (perhaps too long)
At the steel, suety leviathans.
And when the town clock
Bong Bong Bongs
You will see only the moon-face clock
The moon-face observer-and no moon.
Of course not,
.
Too hazy on that avenue for any glint
Or glean
To catch your eye
Where you've walked so many times
And smelled so many times
The atmosphere of forgotten human structures:
It was built
The steel, concrete, wood and leather were seamed,
Sewn stronger than your own skin
Honed by suet and grease,
Today you'll rub some mo_re onThen will you be less fragile?
Because when you've stopped to look at that clock
Maybe something could crackIf not the sky,
.
d
· flat
•
Perhaps that old Elizabethan lamp in your post epress1on
Maybe something could shock youLike a bolt of cold lightening . . .
Would that be so tragic?
Of course not.
Taunta Molly told you a thousand times,
Electricity is supremeMoreso than
Humans

~moo~

I long to go in and be
analyzed until there is
nothing left but a handful
of crystals, or shocked
until I am a fine grey
powder the doctor brushes
from his sleeve.
I long to dance-suddenly,
violently-to the music
caught here in my head;
I long to sit on dark wards,
undisturbed like dust on
a coffee table.
I long to chant obsceneties
until they are no longer
words but sounds bounced
back from the moon all
garbled and laden with crust.
I long to wave my arms like
paper streamers and. to open
my throat to let the arr
escape with fragments of
voice trailing after
while wingless birds circle
and hop and blind parakeets
chirp at what they hear in .
a mirror: I should be something
more than a sack full of doves
fluttering in the dark.

OLD FRIENDS
by Karol A. Neufeld

.

Or even the memories packed on her yellow walls.
Those disciplined German Patriarchs
Slightly primitive
.
.
Yet possessing dexterity and patiencePatience
For the slowly thriving cars,
Plenty of patience on this rue
Where only the strewn cobblestones and pebbles
Vibrate
.
.
Shadowless and random in your intent eyes

these autumn mornings
when my rising anticipates the sun
i find the windows full of faces
caught in the fragile space
between darkness and light
burning through the fog
with their dark eyes
their eyes
the eyes of old friends
are fierce black holes
silently
endlessly
they are pulling me away
and no one will know
where i have gone

F'age
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UPLIFT

REMAKING

THE HILLMAN
by Kathleen Charnock

by Kathleen Charnock
by Susan Callan

! was walking down Dill read when I saw him
Just hunched down in the dirt
rolling a cigarette in his greasy fingers
shotgun set against a tree
"waitin fer m'hounds t'come back" he s
"ketch a 'coon now'n then"
ays

~~~~

:~.~:sf

o~rnc~~~l~o~f~~:is!elf wi~h what he _raised on his landland. what th'highway don't take t~: ~1t~ the ~ov ment alwus wantin' more
but ah never was one t'hang ont' casia;o~:~."do. sure they paid me"still have a perty piece of that hillside though.
hunt me some mushrooms in them woods
ketch me a 'coon now 'n then"
·
~e stuffs his tobacco pouch back in his pocket
his pants are held together by dirt and a little luck
f~ce_sort of wrinkles up at the sun
figuring the time

the governor speaks
of loneliness
among senior citizens
challenges junior-executive citizens
to donate water beds
uplift bras
lifesize plastic inflatable dolls
with real goodies
to help out the old folks in their hour of need
by gawd let's show them how much we care
let's put one of them trench vibrators
in every room in every nursing home
so the poor old fuckers can take it EASY
so the jaycees had car washes
and the p.t.a. collected used water beds
and school children scavenged from house to
house
for lifesize plastic inflatable dolls
with real goodies
and the uplift
bras are still to be found

for linda benglis cindy nemser
brooke lambert martha washington
fanny foxx
groping
all smearing all scratched
talking loud
tumbling
exposing dark parts
stripping
showing ass
politicking marching
wielding stainless steel cunts
dropping retrieving
selling laughing denying
going mad and coming back
and coming while looking inside
waxing hard maidenheads
perfecting erecting
ordaining new priests
heaving straining embellishing
embroidering with phosphorescence
lighting up old shrouds

"dogs be back soon" he says

ORAL POEM
by Kathleen Charnock
i roll over & plug
into the gas station attendant's smile
i feel his teeth stick in my skin
wet paper spills from me
i am over full
does a goose have lips?
i ask him
he wants more wet paper for the answer
i get ready for the shock
curling my toes in self-defense
the long umbilical tongue
that is our only connection
vibrates with greed
slurping and sucking
swaying like the ghost of a sad camel

LAND
by Susan Callan
Sweet savage land
Where yucca flowers each spring
Heaving coils of sand
Sweet savage land
No wandering tribal band
Has death-songs left to sing
Sweet savage land
Where yucca flowers each spring.

oz
by Randy Marshall

WITHIN

POEM FOR KATHY'S LAUGHING

by Susan Callan

by Joseph Grand

beads
brown wooden roses
wo,n smooth by teastained fingertips
the mantras
are a lei of sweet blossoms
in the ancient's hands
prayer vibrates against the walls
they f!lelt_ away and there are only words
blending in harmonies
moving
ever inward
sounding o~ the blank deaf desert bleached beige and bongo tight
chants beating
on the taut drumskin of the inner mind
stretching the window

give it a flower and suddenly theres a field
of yellow-headed weeds drunk by 10 in the morning
rowdy elbowing thru the mausoleum minds

His dream was fascinating. A whirlwind had
picked him off the ground and carried him
spinning along with other objects stolen from
the earth. As he was tossed around in the air,
friends would be blown his way and they
would cling together until the wind ripped
them apart. Lovers would fly his way and join
him for as long as their embraces could with
stand the shearing wind. Books and food
often passed close but before he could com
pletely consume either, they would be lost to
the wind thief. Everything that came within
reach he possessed and lost when his
strength to hold them was overcome by the
wind. His dream was fascinating; it never en
ded. The wind could not blow away his dream.
and his dream was the wind.
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MARY

GALLERY
BOB HOWER

IF I WERE TO PAINT

by Denny Gorman

by Howard Winn

they killed Mary today.
it was on account of
the Boy-the Beauty,
"too good," they said,
"at least too good
for Mary."
Him of the golden locks
and that glow.
that glow.
Him of the smile
not of the womb
"He was too good
for Mary"whose face was
forged in darkness,
the body of the shadow,
who refused to abort
His child.

the perfect woman
or at least
the perfect portrait
of a woman
or perhaps Woman
I would have to choose
between clothed
or naked
I might paint standing nude
myself
the formal picture
of female dressed
or reverse the costumes
exchange the flesh
rearrange the bones
or just paint the lady
innocent and sweetly
natural
adorned with hair
as I stood
morning coat
and striped trousers
glorifying the animal
within

TO DIXY
WINTER HAIKU
by Carl Anderson
(Explicit, now.
Words come like
silver cat claws ,
fur bullets from follicles
developed by fishes .)

by Yvan Melnikoff
ice ball moon
frosts trees
chilled china white.

I got a Whale-heart,
a Sharksnap 1mpat1ence,
Bear's mind with a
Tiger's cunning
to play games of war
with human gods.
(my game, their war)

Got my lore from
a tree old before Moses.

A WINTER DIALECTIC

Got one thing going.
by Yvan Melnikoff
This man-thing is going to
die with no fossil
for my simian brain,
ape hands
to find.

my footprints lie framed
in
crunch-frozen snow,
moonshadowed steps
firmly planted at the river's edge

I got things working
like the hairy egg
in plutonium
which lasts out
Encyclopedia Brittanica.

i skate flat stones
across Miami's brittle skin.
my nose burns.,,.
frozen by the smell of winter

I got names like Earth
(qusty before-dusty later)
which get mixed up in
translation.

i watch; the milk trucks run
the city yawn
the stars go dim.,.,
i watched the day roll in.

I got you, MAN.

Young child, Lee County, Ky., 1975
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Annie and two of her grandchildren, Horse Ranch, Ky., 1975
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Mitchell-Past, present, and future, Horse Ranch , Ky. , 1975

,' I .

Junk dealer Felix Bleavins and family, Yeaddiss. Kv.. 1975
Lady on porch , Salt Lick, Ky., 1975

Retarded man, Lee County, Ky., 1975

I •
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A WEEK OF NOT
ANSWERING THE PHONE

JACKSON AVE

by lyn lifshin
by lyn lifshin
with the woman upstairs
scrubbing her floors white
redoing the identical
tiny place eleven times
dreaming of houses till
she drops at 37 and
her husband still keeps
the organ. afternoon
after my husband came
back for lunch and left
i started bad poems in
a black and white note
book i had him totally
but it wasn't helping the
poems were all that got
me from 1 :1O till supper
they still do with less
much less to rely on

TIGER STRETCHED OUT
WITH HER ORANGE SHOWING
by lyn lifshin
daisies roses the
house fills with water
we're moving thru some
thing that sld\v more
like a dream it's not
just dope baby pulling
us open and close and
wet as the leaves
on the blue bed

the ringing's
in Jhe branches
moon thru the
black walnuts

BLACK THURSDAY

outlines of chairs
all you can see
by lyn lifshin
a crack spreads
in the old blue

the black comes
at 5 am in the
sun in the dog

stick pitcher
you can hear it

wood i cant
sleep the whole
day is like

like other breaks
you can't see

feeling the
drill thru
novocaine i
call a friend
who came last
week in pain
now he's laugh
ing eating nuts
telling me

DANGEROUS MUSIC

how to die

by S. Scibetta
We have heard all day a tune
of frightening frivolity.
Clearly,
this is dangerous music
that calls
our name with such terrible
lightness. Listen,
the very
sun threatens to shine.

SWAT THE WASP
by S. Scibetta
The poem you wish
to engage goes out
to lunch. Later, it sends
its dumb, dull brother
along to call
you names.
You try so hard to
swat the wasp
that bites you ; it just
bites you, and hangs
away, amused.
You whirl, slapping
the knee: the shoes
Part of Sorley Pennington's family, Greasy Creek,.~}'. . 1975

of that certain poem just
passed, strolling into
the big sea.

THAT IS NOT PAIN, SQUIRMING
by S. Scibetta
That is not pain, squirming
in my fist like a puppy. That
is not fear that comes
rushing home to
rock the chair I huddle in.
That is not
me; a stranger blocks
my mirror. In her eyes
I see the shapes of dangerous
animals waiting.
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LAND PLANNING
(A CONTRACTOR'S HANDBOOK)
(

1

CLOSE-UP
(END OF THE EVENING NEWS)

by Terry Hermsen
by Terry Hermsen
First, no place is different,
a hamburger joint is a hamburger
joint, an office building looks like
an office building and can be
construed or constructed
anywhere.

Night spend a night in my head.
No one knows yet how dark it can get;
go 'round closing lights, one by one.
This is shock theatre. No one is allowed
to take the handrail, to confess love
to anyone, to refuse love to anyone.

Keep in mind: each
is only waiting to be what
you decide. Marshes: to be
drained and sanded over,
rivers, dammed and motor boated.

Here is a raw stalk you cannot
see, to eat.

Animals/birds are nice
in a zoo and if you can afford them.
Mostly you can't-plug up
your drainage pipe-imagine dredging
a drowned raccoon from
your drainage pipe. But mainly water can go

CYCLING
by Terry Hermsen

anywhere. Air is free and can be shoved
from place to place. A building will not
disturb it from finding the place it wants
to be, 'cause it doesn't want to be
anywhere.

Who can speak words that do not lie
or say too much?

Remember that: air
will never let you down. Like a mother
no matter how bad you are it will follow
right behind and give you
everything you need.

I weave my cocoon
on the branches of the wind.

And lastly whatever was here
before you can always go some
place else to find it.

Leaning through the spinning weight
of the pedals

DORMANT
fiction by Joyce Hegenbarth
by Carl Anderson
You come down the trail
like the wind in the Columbia Gorge

THE METAPHORS
by Judson Crews
I gave you
were the obvious ones
When I said sleep
didn't you realize
my beard would
grow and grow

not caring where you end up
so long as the blowing is good.
Like the bluff in Troutdale
I'm ready willing and 21
million years old.
·You wear on me
a little bit
at a time.
But I don't care.
I got things working down under
that'll put you to shame.

PINK AS
IF DESIRE
by Judson Crews

I HAVE
by Judson Crews
Has floated down like
that vast lawn of leaves

by Judson Crews

I have raked it
clean again
again
and again

Ordered my being
like an alabaster
chalice, she said

For a vast burning

a reputation yet
for despoiling
urns, he said

Burning
The smokey pungent air

The most
subtle
smell

rm not wanting

I've seen
the sky
like that
Your
cunt as
well

" Don't you like to come out here?" I asked.
The Miami Valley isn't much fun in July because
"No," he said belligerently, " All the girls in his
most of the dirty air of Southern Ohio gets sucked
class want to draw me and I get bored and then he
into it. The river smells like metal all summer and
sends me out to draw the river. I guess I drew a
really the only thing left to contemplate is the
million pictures of the river so far." It really wasn't
clouds because they're so far away, you can't see
much of a subject. It was one of the most sluggish
the suspended particulates in them.
rivers in the midwest and the color was a uniform
I like the riverbank for meditating because
gray except on sunny days when it turned brown.
you're almost always alone. Once in a while a bike
"You don't have to draw the river," I said, "Is
runs over you or a dog comes over and drools on
there something else you'd rather draw?" It was a
you but that's not much to put up with. Besides
that, if you lay down by the river you can look up at
new idea to him. He grinned and showed me all the
gaps in his teeth.
the Main Street Bridge and watch the homosexu
''I'd like flowers," he said.
als and the purse snatchers strolling around. It
"Okay," I said, "So draw some flowers." That
makes a nice Sunday afternoon.
kept him quiet for a full five minutes while I laid
I was there last Sunday. I spent most of the
back and closed my eyes. I turned my head and
morning watching an old lady dig up dandelions
squinted at him from time to time. He was bent
out of the grass and then this little kid with the
crayons came by. He's the one I want to tell you - over his clipboard with his bangs brushing the
paper and covering the whole thing with his arms
about.
like it was a big secret. I love it when kids do that.
He was a little kid, about six I guess because
"Okay, I'm done," he said finally. He held up a
some of his teeth were out. He was skinny with
picture of a red blob on a green stem precariously
blond bangs and brown eyes and off-beat, affluent
balanced on a narrow green ribbon. Stylized birds
clothes. I guessed his parents were on a lot of
the size of turkey buzzards were flapping all over
committees tor the dance and stuff because he
the place in the background.
had on a black sweater and a little sea-gull medall
" Is it a rose or a poppy?" I asked carefully.
ion around his neck. He was walking along the
"I don't care," he said happily.
ridge of the levee with a pack of crayolas in one
"This is really good," I said, "but I have some
,and and a clipboard, which was unbalancing him,
questions. Like, why is your flower standing on a
,n the other. The sun and wind splintered his hair
,nto different colored lights. He saw me and came
tight rope?"
"That's the grass!" he huffed.
down the ridge right away. That was one thing
about him, he sure wasn't shy.
"Okay, if you say so. What about all these vul
tures? Did someone die?"
"Hi!" he said, sitting down beside me. I sat up
and untangled my hair.
He looked at me with scorn. 'They're not vul
tures." he said, "They're birds. "
"Hello," I said. He crossed his legs and spread
" Did your dad just teach you how to make
out all his art supplies and then he started staring
birds?" I guessed.
at the water and sort of frowning.
"My gramma," he said proudly.
''I'm going to draw the river," he said. He didn't
"A real family of artists," I said, "I'll tell you
sound happy about it.
what's your name?"
"Are you an art student?" I asked. I said this
"Ricky."
because the Art Institute was just over the hill and
"I'll tell you, Ricky. This is really a good picture
students were always coming down to draw the
except I just don't like the grass. You don't show
river.
any perspective. Things just don't sit on top of the
"Oh, I guess so," he said. "No, I guess not. My
horizon. The grass should extend on into the dis
dad's a teacher over there. I have to come to work
tance." I picked up the green crayon and extended
with him because nobody's home."

the grass beyond the flower. He didn't see it my
way.
"That's too high," he said loudly, "We mow it off
short!"
"It's not high," I said, " It's far. I'm giving you
depth."
"It comes clear up to ?iere!" he argued, thump
ing his chest.
"It doesn't!" I said, "That's an illusion."
" It sure is!" he declared.

The next day, Monday, was a record high tor
Dayton-ninety-eight degrees. The weathermen
were very excited about it. I put on white shorts
and a white top and pretended I was Zelda
Fitzgerald. I danced all around my bedroom sing
-ing, " After the Ball." I don't know if she ever like
that song but it seemed to fit her.
I had a glass of orange juice but that was all
because even Rice Krispies sounded hot to me.
By nine o'clock I was pretty bored. I put on my
sandals and went to Woolworth's. I blew three
dollars. I bought the mystery record package and a
bottle of Gentou that was on sale (sensual, but not
too far from innocence). I also did my own special
version of shoplifting. I was really too chicken and
too good-hearted to steal but I wanted to do some
thing evil so I would pick things up from one part of
the store and put them in another. I was pretty
creative about it. I tied a nylon stocking around a
mannikin's throat. I put a handful of jelly beans in
the crotch of a pair of men's briefs. Finally I went
back to the toy department and armed all the dolls
with machine guns and pistols. This was all•in the
good old days before security guards and two-way
mirrors. Nowadays all you·can do is tapdance for
the TV cameras and it isn't the same. Before I left I
bought an ice cream cone, fudge with sprinkles
and went back out on the street.
A bus was coming down Salem Avenue . I got on
it on impulse, I guess. The bus driver got very mad
because I had to fish around in my purse for the
right change and I kept almost losing my ice cream
in his face. Everyone on the bus frowned at me
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b~ause I had shorts on so I sat sideways and
stuck my feet out in the aisle.
I figured I'd go down to the YWCA and swim all
day. They let you rent suits and stuff. Of course I
wouldn't tell m~ mother about it. She says you can
ge~ ven?real d1se~se from wearing other people's
swimsuits and things. She may be right, I don't
know.
I put my arm over the back of the seat and
looked at all the gorgeous passengers. Most of
them were about ninety-five. I just stared at them
a~d lick~d my ice cream. They all looked out the
window_llke the flag was passing by. I turned back
around tn my seat. I really don't like to embarrass
people. They were probably all pretty nice when
they got home.
I was really all set to go swimming until the bus
went past t~e A~ lnst!tute and down by the river.
That same little _kid, Ricky, was sitting at the top of
the levee, drawing away again. I got right up and
pulled the cord. I don't know why, I just felt like it.
He s~w me as soon as I got off the bus. He
waved hke a maniac. "Hey!" he yelled.
::' s_ee you," I said climbing up to him.
I did another one," he said, holding up another
shapeless red flower, again surrounded by a
hoarde of birds.
" Must be migration season ," I said. He ignored
me.
::Ho_w 's it l,ook?" he asked impatiently.
This one s better than the first one " I said
"T~e flower is neater and at least all the birds ar~
going the same way instead of crashing into each
other." He smiled at his picture. He really looked
cute with all his teeth out. At least somebody'd had
the heart to put a t-shirt on him today, instead of
that God-awful sweater.
" But you still made it one-dimensional " I said
'. 'You didn't put any depth in your grass." He set hi~
Jaw.
::1lik~ short wass,.:• he said impatiently.
All ri~ht, all right, I said, " You've about mas
te~ed t~1s stuff anyway. How about doing some
thing different?" He looked horrified
·
" Like what?" he said.
"Well, like why don't you draw in some new
col~rs? Do you always have to do red roses ? Why
don t you draw a purple orchid?"He looked en
cha~te? e~en though I knew he'd never seen an
orchid 1n his life.
He ended up making about the same drawing as
before only this time there was a purple bladder on

top of the stem.
"That's gorgeous," I said.
" What else can I draw?" he asked, fired with
creativity.
"Pink azaleas," I suggested, which resulted in
little clusters of pink dots that were really very
pretty. In all the drawings he was adamant about
th rass. The sun was going down as he finished
off "o ange columbine" and I told him I had to go
home.
"I hav to meet my daddy anyway," he said. He
started up er the crest and then he turned. "Will.
you come b ck tomorrow?" he asked.
" I guess so," I said, " But I can't come every day.
I have things to do." That was a laugh.

Wednesday the weather was a little cooler. The
breeze was back. I don't really want to talk about
Wednesday, because things were nicer until then
and I don't really understand what happened. At
first it was really great.
" I've got a surprise for you today," he said.
lns_
t ead of his clipboard he had a long piece of
white paper. The kind that comes off a roll. " My
daddy gave me this." he said. " But I didn't tell him
what for."
" I'm gonna make a whole garden," he said reve
rently.
"Wow," I said, "That's a pretty big job."
" And when I'm done," he said, " I'm gonna give it
to you. " I was really touched. I really was.
" Th_at's pretty nice, Ricky," I said. I almost hug
ged him but I was afraid to.
He ~orked really slowly on the garden. This
"".asn't hke one of his minute jobs. The first thing he
did was draw a long crooked green line at the
bottom of the page. That was the grass. He looked
up at me and grinned defiantly. Then he carefully
spaced about twenty-five stems along the strip
and went to work putting different colored flowers
on each ?ne. He didn't ask my advice or anything
and he didn't cover up his work with his arm this
time. I guess he was too proud. It was hard work
for him. He'd stop from time to time between flow
ers and sharpen his crayons. During these times
he made conversation.
" They never let me sit on the grass at home " he
said.
'
I looked down at him. He had a streak of purple
on the tip of his pink crayon. He scraped it off with
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his thumbnail. Then he cleaned his nail with a
blade of grass.
" Me either," I told him, " And I could never figure
out why."
I got hypnotized looking at the river. If you watch
water lon_g eno~gh it looks like it's holding still and
the bank 1s moving away. I watched it so long, I sort
of stopped thinking.
·
" Heyl" said Ricky, " Somebody wants you ."
_ I looked up and I about died. Coming up the hill
right at me was a guy I knew, Tim Herschberger.
Last year we went to some hockey games to
gether and then we sort of lost interest in each
other. He was kind of busy. He looked a lot diffe
rent in the summer. His face had a little burn on it
and he was wearing white jeans with a copper belt
buckle. It looked like he'd just washed his hair but
hadn't had time to shave.
" I saw you when I was coming down the street,"
he shouted. He always shouted. " I'm going
downtown to get some stuff for my mom. You want
to come along?" He stood in the sun so I couldn't
look at him. I looked at Ricky. He wasn't anywhere
near done with his drawing. He gave me a very

SURVIVAL

blank look.
" Can you wait around a minute?" I asked Tim.
" No" he said, " She's screaming for this stuff and
I've got the ca! running." I turned back to Ricky
who was drawing and not looking up anymore.
"I'll tell you what, Rick," I said. " I'll come back
~omorrow morning and you can give me the draw
ing then. Is that all right?" Ricky put down his
yellow c rayon and picked up magenta and never
looked up.
" Hey come on," said Tim, " I've really got to go.
Are you coming/"
" Yes," I said, "I'll see you tomorrow, Ricky. I
really will."
Tim gave me a hand and helped me to stand up
and walk down the hill. He opened the car door for
me. I don't like that but I didn't say anything. As
soon as I got in the car I could smell the lime
flavored stuff that he put on. I loved that stuff. He
got in on the other side.
I rolled down the window and put my hand out to
w~ve goodbye to Ricky. He stood up on the hill
with the paper still in his hand. His blank look was
~one. Hi~ eyes were really big but he wasn't cry
ing. He Just looked sort of wild. "I'll change the
grass..." he called as Tim started up the engine.
When I went to the river Thursday and Friday
and Saturday, nobody was there.

Plants and Man
by Randy Marshall
For some time Western civilization has de
pended upon experimental and mathematicat
proof to determine scientific fact. Knowledge:
gained by trial and error or intuition before the
introduction of scientific method was labeled
folklore and discarded. But humans have been
around considerably longer than science and re
cently interest has rekindled in the stores of know
ledge compiled in the centuries before science
was developed. Acupuncture and herbal
medicines are good examples; they work but sci
entists can't explain how they work.
Green plants are the most important organisms
in the world. They combine the four basic ele
ments: earth, air fire (sunlight), and water to form
the first link in the food chain. Because plants form
themselves from the basic elements, they are
purer, higher in energy, and easier to digest than
organisms higher on the food chain that are
formed from more complex compounds and ac
cumulate higher concentrations of toxins such as
DDT. The only source of atmospheric oxygen is
green plants. Without atmospheric oxygen all
animal life would still be in the sea. Humans have
always used plants for food and gradually began
using them for clothing, shelter, medicine, and
experiencing alternate realities. Prehistoric
peoples had to space themselves (an excellent
idea, we should be so lucky) to avoid exhausting
naturally occuring supplies of plants. Civilization
was made possible by agriculture which permitted
greater concentrations of people. Many beneficial
plants have not or cannot be cultivated, but still
occur naturally. W ith proper identification and
knowledge of their uses these plants can be
gathered for food or medicine.
James Cavender (in an excellent course offered
at Ohio University, " Plants, Man, and Life") said ,
" Disease results from a disharmony in the envi
ronment." Cavender explained that in a harmoni
ous env ironment all organisms, including man, are
interrelat ed and mutually benefitting. The earth
can be thought of as one large living organism. In
the natu ral state any living thing is specifically
adapted to its role in the environment. Just as the
human body contains specialized cells which con
tribute to the health of each other and ultimately
the whole body, each living part of the earth contri
butes to the health of every other organism. When
a specif' ' - -- it~ adaptation, natural selection
"'•'ler eliminates th at <>f..'~ w ~ - 'TIOdifies it so that
,t again works in harmony with the rest ot t1 ,v ,: , · · l:,
earth. If a species is in harmony with the environ
ment, disease rarely occurs.

Livestock must be vaccinated and continuously
checked for disease while re lated species in the
wild are always l'lealthy. Crops must be saturated
with insecticides and fertilizers while wild plants
grow in lush forests, marshes, and prairies. Indus
trialized man has suffered the same fate as his
livestock. Each person in the United States is ad
vised to see his doctor and dentist once or twice a
year. Considering the frequency of tooth decay
cancer, and kidney disease it is good advice. The
increased life expectancy of modern man is a
statistical lie based on the lower infant mortality
rate. If a person survives through childhood, he will
probably live the normal human lifespan of sixty to
seventy years. Recently people in Soviet Georgia,
Turkistan, and certain Indians of Peru have re
ceived world-wide attention for commonly living
more than one hundred years. These long living
peoples live in close association with the land and
get their simple diet directly from the land.
The American Indian lived a healthy natural life
until the Europeans brought diseases such as
smallpox and flu along with a disease provoking
lifestyle. A part of the white man's unhealthy habits
was his diet. " A few years ago," wrote Paul Hess in
Health Culture, I had an opportunity to talk with
the chief of the Cherokee Indians in western North
Carolina. Upon questioning him as to the preva
lence of cancer amoung his people, he informed
me that only two cases had ever been known and
these were reported within recent years. A gradual
increase in the use of the white man's food (white
flou r, refined sugar, cookies, cakes, and other
trashy foods bought in stores) together with drugs
to palliate the resulting ailments will, no doubt,
bring about, in time, a change for the worse in the
health of the Cherokees. Amoung the Hopi Indians
of the Southwest, cancer is said to be practically
abs ent. Those people, despite the efforts of the
government agriculturalists to introduce modern
farming methods, still rai se and p repare their food
m accordance with their traditional customs."
The reasons behind the Indian's lifestyle were
as inseparable from the natural world as the Indian
himself. " The Ojibwe,'' stated Huron H. Smith in
his Ethnobotany of the Ojibwa Indians, are
fond of their native foods, and since they regard all
plants as the gift of their deities, and sacred to their
uses, they feel that their native foods are medicine
to keep them in health as well as foods. " This
attitude and the resulting habits did more for the
' "<! Ith of the Indians than modern medicine can
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· the medicinal properties of plants are

easily understandable. European herbologists
prescribed lettuce leaves to be eaten or drunk as
tea when a nerve sedative was needed. Now we
know that lettuce contains the various B vitamins,
which doctors tell us will tend to avoid and over
come nervous exhaustion. Ben Charles Harris, in
his book Eat the Weeds writes, "Throughout med
ical history, friend Burdock has well earned its
reputation as a blood purifyer and today this prop
erty is ascertained by its much needed blood
fortifying minerals of calcium, silicon, and sulfur."
The Soviets and Chinese have devoted consider
able research into the medicinal qualities of gin
seng. The Soviets have isolated four biologically
active chemicals from genseng and have deter
mined a beneficial effect from each. One of these
chemicals stimulates the cardiovascular system ,
another lowers blood sugar levels, a third in
creases hormone levels in the blood, and one
tranquilizes and relieves pain. The Soviets have
enough confidence in ginseng to give their cos
monauts ginseng during space flights. American
research into ginseng has not supported the
Soviet claims and so we give our astronauts Tang
to drink during space flights.
Modern Americans do not use plants to their full
advantage. We throw away perfectly good food
such as carrot and beet tops and celery leaves
which could add nutritional and flavor variety to a
salad. Common backyard pl ants such as dandel
ion and plantain are ignored o r poisoned with her
bicides when they are more nutritious than most
store-bought greens and equally tasty. In the av
erage American kitchen vegetables are cooked
until they are as soft as baby food. When vegeta
bles are cooked until they are soft, many vitamins
and the rough fiber of the plant are destroyed . The
prevalence of stomach and intestinal cancer may
be due to this lack of roug h fiber. Plant fibers
provide indigestible bulk to the contents of the
stomach and intestines and a id in the passage of
food through the digestive system. As a result of a
diet rich in uncooked plant fiber, cancer cau sing
chemicals have less time in contact with digestive
tissues . Cane sugar is the most common source of
sugar for most Americans. Cane sugar is primarily
sucrose which is the only sugar that bacteria can
utilize to produce dextran. Bacteria need dextran
to adhere to teeth, form dental plaque, and cause
tooth decay. Fruits have a more healthy variety of
sugars including less sucro se than cane sugar. If
people would quit eating candy and pastries which
contain cane sugar and eat fru its instead, dentist s
would have fewer teeth to fill.
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Proper identification of the plants to be har
vested is very important. Knowing that stinging
nettles have excellent flavor and more vitamins
and iron than spinach is useful only when that
information is combined with the ability to find
stinging nettles and know which parts to harvest.
Personal contact with someone already skilled in
the use of wild plants who will show step by step
the transition from field to table is the best way to
learn the art. If no such person is available, books
must serve to teach you plant identification. The
books most accurate for identifying green plants
are the technical botany keys such as Gray's
Manual or Gleason and Cronquist's Manual Of
Vascular Plants. These technical keys require a
solid botanical vocabulary and thorough know
ledge of flower anatomy and life cycles. If you are
also interested in learning botany, the technical
keys will allow very accurate plant identification.
The technical keys have no pictures of the plants;
the botany background of the skilled user must
replace such aids.
The next most accurate books on plant identifi
cation are the books which include sketches and
descriptions of the physical characteristics and
habits of the particular plants. Two excellent works
of this type are WIid Flowers Of Ohio by Isabelle
H. Klein and Ohio Trees by Dean, Chadwick, and
Cohen. These books and most flower and tree
field guides I recommend highly. The sketches
replace a botany education and detailed glos
saries provide the vocabulary necessary for the
word descriptions. In choosing an identification
guide be sure that you understand the material
directly or through a glossary and that the book
contains information on the habitats of the plants.
.It is hopeless searching a meadow for a plant that
only grows in dense woods, or stream banks, or in
marshes.
Most bookstores have a wide variety of books
on the uses of plants. If you are interested in plants
.as medicine, an excellent book for you is Indian
Herbology Of North America by Alma R. Hutch
ens. Other good books on herbal medicines are
Herbs and Savory Seeds by Rosetta E. Clarkson
and Herbs and Teas by Deziring Gonzil. If you
want to gather wild plants for food, Euell Gibbons
provides several books which collectively contain
a very comprehensive list of edible plants. Eat the
Weeds by Ben Charles Harris and The Edible
Wild by Berglund and Bolsby are other good
books on wild edibles. Shop around awhile before

you buy a book on the uses of plants. Thumb
through several books and pick the ones that fit
your personal needs. Some books contain no re
cipes or other instructions and as a result are
useless.
The list of edible wild plants of this area seems
endless. Instead of attempting to catalog all of the
edible plants of Southwest Ohio, I will mention
some of my favorite plants and how I prepare
them.
Cattails have a variety of edible parts. I like the
spikelets best. The spikelets should be gathered in
early summer before they change from green to
brown. After the cattail spikelets have been boiled
for fifteen to twenty minutes, buttered, and salted,
they taste similar to sweet corn on the cob. Cattail
pollen can be gathered from the spikelets and
used as a flour which makes bisquits with a slightly
nutty flavor. Cattail tubers can be baked under low
heat until dry and then pulverized to make a flour
which can be used to make pancakes or bread.
The young shoots of the cattail before they turn
from white to green are excellent wok-fried or in
soups.
Stinging nettles are also very good. Collect the
young plants before they are six inches tall or take
the younger leaves at the tops of older plants. Boil
the nettles for five minutes, change the water and
boil for another five minutes. Serve the nettles like
spinach with a little butter and salt.
A number of wild plants are good in soups,
salads, or wok-fried with other wild plants or even
with store-bought vegetables. Watercress and
dandelion leaves are great in salads. Day-lily buds
before they flower taste similar to green peppers
and are good in salads and wok-fried with other
vegetables. Milkweed flowers taste slightly sweet
and can be used in salads or with other vegetables
in a wok. The roots of wild onion, arrowhead,
spring beauty, and Jerusalem artichoke make ex
cellent vegetable soups.
Ohio has an abundance of fruits and nuts (pun
definitely intentional). Blackberries, red raspber
ries, elderberries, and May-apples can be
gathered in late summer and used in pies and
jellies, eaten raw, or used to make wine. Wild
strawberries can be used like domestic strawber
ries. A tea can be made from the dried leaves of
the wild strawberry. Rosehips grow on many
species of .vild rose and are famous for their high
content of vitamin C. Ohio has a dwindling number
of black walnut trees, but enough are left to pro-
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vide black walnuts to use in baking. Shellbark
hickories also grow around this area. I think that
hickory nuts have an exquisite flavor and taste
nothing like Grapenuts cereal, as Uncle Euell has
told us so many times.
Gathering wild foods puts a person in touch with
nature. The available plants change with the sea
sons, and each season has its own disti net flavors.
I like to go for afternoon walks in spring and sum
mer with a large plastic bag and collect as I wan
der. I make a vegetable soup from the plants at
home in the evening. Soups made in this way are a
collection of the places I've been and each soup
contains its own unique combination of ingre
dients.
Don't overcook any plant you gather. Overcook
ing vegetables is a bad habit in our society. Just
the right amount of cooking preserves the nutri
tional qualities, flavors, and textures of the plants
in the dish. Vegetables should still be crisp as the
Orientals prepare them. Each plant has its own
unique and subtle flavor which can be destroyed
by too much cooking. Only when the flavor has
been cooked out of a vegetable, does it need
seasoning. If you want to experience the natural
flavors and textures of the plants you have
gathered, don't cook them too long, and because
the plants still retain their natural flavor, don't sea
son.
The ecology of the earth is complex and fragile.
Extreme pressures are now being put on the
natural world we all depend on for air, food, and
water. Most of Ohio is now city, suburb, or strip
mine. Don't pick anything in the few relatively un
touched areas such as John Bryan State Park and
Glen Helen. It's illegal to do so anyway. Your bac
kyard, farms, roadsides, and streambanks will
provide enough plants for an occasional wild edi
bles meal. Take no more than you need. Even the
American Indian living in a natural abundance did
not harvest to excess. Wasting energy to take
something that would not be used makes no
sense. Always leave a number of plants fntact with
their reproductive parts (flowers) wherever you
gather. They will reproduce and insure a supply
next year. Try to have as small an effect on the
outdoors as possible. Stay on established paths
and don't litter. Always be respectful of the land
which is your home and provides for your needs
and recreation.
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Bluegrass in Dayton
by Marty Holder
"For a long time, I kept up two faces, one for
down home in Tennessee and one for Dayton,"
says Dayton bluegrass player, Glen Inman.
A native of LaFollett, Tennessee, Inman says he
spent several years in Dayton playing rock music
and trying not to let on that his first love was the
bluegrass music of his Appalachian homeland.
"When I was home I played bluegrass with all
the fellows down there, and I didn't mention rock,"
laughs the sandy-haired bass player. "Then when
I'd get back to Dayton, I'd play the rock music and
pretend like I didn't know about bluegrass."
About five years ago, Inman says, he decided to
come out of the closet. Bluegrass, he found, was
becoming not only socially acceptable, but even
popular in Dayton.
Now he plays three or four nights a week as a
regular member of banJo-picker Howard Brown's
band, the Appalachian Artists, while holding down
a full-time job at Frigidaire.
"Bluegrass really got to be popular with a large
audience of young people about five or six years
ago," confirms Fred Bartenste1n, a former editor of
the national bluegrass music magazine, Mules
kinner News, who now works for the Dayton city
'Tianager.
" It was probably because festivals popped UR all
over the country," Bartenstein says. And he points
out that the growth of festivals and their popularity
with college-aged audiences began in the Dayton
area.
In 1959, Antioch College in Yellow Springs
hosted the first bluegrass concert ever played on a
college campus. The Dayton group that was fea
tured, the Osborne Brothers, was relatively un
known then, but the Osbornes are legend today.
The audience was made up mostly of hootenanny
fans who were skeptical of "the hillbilly music." But
the musicianship of the group and the ties of
bluegrass to the more popular genre of folk music
won the youthful listeners. The Antioch concert
may have made bluegrass socially acceotable. At
·,east, people like rnman could play what they liked
and find an audience, and fans no longer seemed
embarrassed that they enjoyed it.
In many ways Dayton is an important spot on the
bluegrass music map. Bartenstein calls it the area
with the greatest bluegrass potential in the United
States. He explains that there is a built in audience
here because of the numerous people who have
come here from the Appalachian mountain areas
looking for work. He also points to the gEographic
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proximity of the city to Kentucky, Tennessee,
North Carolina, West Virginia, the places where
bluegrass can be found in its natural habitat.
Added to that, Bartenstein says, is the indisput
able fact that some of the finest talent in bluegrass
music has come from Dayton.
Howard Brown, the banjo picker says, "Industry
here attracts many Appalachian people who bring
their talent and music along with them."
The Osborne Brothers almost certainly are the
best known of Dayton's contributions to bluegrass.
Natives of Hyden, Kentucky, they came here as
youngsters and spent their early years playing in
local bars and on radio station WPFB in
Middletown. Today, the Osbornes are among the
most famous commercial groups in the country.
They have appeared in every major country music
playhouse in this country and have toured abroad.
And they are regulars on the Saturday night Grand
Old Oorv shows.
Dayton currently is home to another important
figure in bluegrass music. Red Allen. a trans
planted Kentuckian, is, according to Bartenstein,
"the godfather of Dayton bluegrass." In the fifties,
Allen was popular in clubs around Dayton with his
own group. Then he joined the Osbornes for
awhile and helped develop the harmony they are
famous for. In 1963, Allen played Carnegie Hall
with fifteen other groups, "The New York Times
said we were the only authentic Blue Grass
sound," he recalls. One of Allen's biggest career
boosts came with appearances on the WWVR
Jamboree, in Wheelinq, West Vii:_qinia. But he has
worked many places in the bluegrass field includ
ing Nashville. In the last few years, he has re
turned to Dayton.
Allen is noted for his traditional approach to Blue
Grass. "Don't just play hot licks," he advises
younger musicians. "Play the melody word for
word. I want to hear the pickin."
Allen's three sons have become important in
Dayton bluegrass in their own right. They are
young, long haired city boys who have untradi
tional ideas about what bluegrass is. Their father
who taught them to play and sing the music, finds it
hard to accept s.)me of their innovations. Son
Ronnie, for example, usually plays an electric
bass and sometimes works drums. Bluegrass
purists, like their father believe electrified instru
ments or percussion bastardize the music. LJespite the electric bass, Ronnie says the music he
and his brothers play "still has the Red Allen feel,
It's Allen grass."
Perhaps one of the most important forces in
keeping bluegrass music alive in this area is a
group called the Hotmud Family. Led by Dave and
Suzanne Edmundson, they have organized local
musicians and arranged concerts and festivals to
give the musicians a chance to play. The Ed
mundsons were the principal organizers of a
Wednesday night Living Arts Center bluegrass
jam session that has been broadcast regularly by
WYSO-FM. The Hotmud Family plays a club or
festival in the Dayton area most every week, and
Dave Edmundson puts in a plug for "briar power"
every chance he gets.
One of the most colorful people in Dayton area
bluegrass, is Paul "Moon" Mullins, a disc jockey
who has worked hard to keep people listening to
bluegrass. His afternoon show on WPFB,
Middletown, is a homespun mixture of bluegrass
and Nashville music. On station identification, he'll
sometimes say, "This is WPFB in Middletown, and
we play fer briars."
Few except the very top musicians in bluegrass
have ever been able to earn a living with their
music. Most work full-time jobs and entertain when
they can. Howard Brown, a heavy equipment

operator, says, "I donate my time to the Living Arts
Center-have for a long time. It's important to
keep this music alive, besides it's a lotta fun."
According to Bartenstein, bluegrass came to
Dayton in the '30s and '40s with the Appalachian
mountaineers who sought work in the factories,
and it grew up in the bars. "They took their fiddles,
banjos and mandolins to neighborhood bars seek
ing the familiar companionship of the music they
had brought out of the hills."
Most of those early gathering places-The
Mermaid, Tom's Tavern , the Circle Bar-were
torn down long ago. But bluegrass still lives in
Dayton mainly in the bars.
They range from unprepossessing beer joints
like Sam's Bar and Grill in one of the less savory
downtown districts, to the candlelit Grand Junca
tion in Centerville which caters to a college age
crowd. even to the telephones customers can use
to talk between tables.
The bluegrass to be heard here varies almost as
widely as the places that offer it.
The Hotmud Family and Howard Brown's group
play the strictly traditional sound, with its emphasis
on musical technique and its horror of amplifiers.
Equally popular, though. are the Allen Brothers,
The Falls City Ramblers and others who play what
they like to call "New Grass." Their music features
traditional instruments but amplifies them and
adds drums. electric bass, even horns or flutes.
The songs are often bluegrass versions of popular
rock or country songs or new songs in the same
vein.
While Dayton bluegrass has been influenced
somewhat by the rock and jazz musicians of the
city, "You hear that Kentucky and West Virginia
sound here," says Howard Brown. "It's raw and
aggressive-like Kentucky bluegrass," says
Suzanne Edmundson.
Perhaps as much as any music can, bluegrass
bridges the gap between city people who increas
ingly make up the audience for it and the rural fo!k
who brought it here in the first place. And as in
another resurging musical form, the blues' age
seems to matter very little to the musicians or to
the fans.
The "down home" folks seem more than willing
to teach their musical skills to the "citibillies."
And as for the "briar" business, Glen Inman
says, "More people are listening to bluegrass than
ever before . . . it doesn't mean much when
people call us that."
"Besides," he adds, "I really like playing music I
can feel."

Dave Edmundson of Hot Mud Family
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Commander
Salamander
by Wesley Michaels
I didn't know his real name. And as far as I could
tell, neither did anybody else in the barracks.
He was a Seaman in the Naval Reserve, but I'd
heard a ·rumor- supposedly straight from the
horse's ass up in Personnel-that his father was a
full Commander stationed somewhere in England.
True or not, the rumor gave rise to the name by
which we all knew and loved our friendly barracks
dope dealer-Commander Salamander.
A lot of guys sold dope in the service, which
really wasn't surprising. After all, a young warrior's
pay was barely sufficient for the necessities of
life . . . like stereo headsets and long-haired
wigs to aid one in tumbling the local hipper-than
thou nymphets.
But the quality of the stuff was usually pretty
bad, and that's how Commander Salamander dif
fered from the common herd.
He was a true professional, a purveyor of gour
met head messers. His grass guaranteed grins
and giggles by the third toke, with not a cough in
the whole baggie. His mescaline stifled strife and
promised glorious sunrises any time of the day or
night. His speed aided countless hundreds in set
ting new world records for lip-licking and babbling.
And his acid turned dozens of war hawks into
butterflies.
That's why I was so glad to see him appear in my
room that Friday evening.
I was sitting on my rack, humming a sea chanty
and trimming my toenails with a Barlow knife when
a pea-coated figure stepped through the wall into,
my consciousness.
I don't think the Commander really stepped
through walls, but it seemed like it sometimes
when the short, bearded shadow magically ap
peared at strange times and places.
" Howdy, Commander," I said. " Have some
animal crackers."
He glided to the hatrack festooned with yellow
and red cardboard cages. Opening a box, he sat
on the floor, slipped a kangaroo into his beard, and
asked, "Wanna cop?"
"Sure," I said, folding my Barlow. " What've you
got?"
An elephant disappeared. "Grass. A-1 shit."
"O.K." I said. "I'll take . . ."
"Or," he interrupted, "something new."
A broken camel received a short scrutiny before
entering the hairy ark.
"What?"
"A revolutionary new concept in head
phenomena is nestled at this very moment in my
government issue pocket. I call it," he said humbly,
"Astra-turf."
His teeth moved around a hioooootamus.

I padded to my locker and produced a rumpled
bill. "I'll go for a dime."
The Commander thanked me politely as he ac
cepted the ten, and pressed something into my
palm.
"Take heed," he said in a low voice. "No more
than three tokes."
He vaulted from the room before the whispering
echo bounced back from the wall.
Opening my hand, I saw a small plastic pill bottle
with a Naval Hospital label proclaiming the con
tents to be Actifed decongestant. Inside was a
very small quantity of an unfamiliar green sub
stance.
"Holy shit! I've been ripped off."
Realizing in a flash that a call to the Better
Business Bureau would prove fruitless, I sprinted
to the window just in time to see a short, pea
coated figure ambling across the parking lot.
" Commander, " I screamed, "if you burned me,
I'll have your ass!"
The figure stopped and turned slowly. I could
barely hear the words drifting lazily through the
warm evening air: " No more than three."
With a wave that struck me as being altogether
too jaunty for the circumstances, Commander
Salamander trucked again toward the horizon.
I was mumbling something obscene when
Jesus stepped through my door and asked me
what was happening.
Before I go on, I suppose I should tell you that
this Jesus was not a bearded dude with long hair,
flowing white robes, and a halo. This Jesus's last
name was Rivera, and he was a little Puerto Rican
dude with short kinky hair and a little zip mous
tache like Ronald Coleman used to wear. For
some reason he didn't like to be called Hay-soos,
so Jesus it was.
"I think the Commander ripped me off," I
moaned.
"That don' soun' like the Commander, man,"
said Jesus. "What happened?" I explained the
particulars.
"Well, man ," said Jesus, "you better check this
stuff out to see if it really is a burn."
Recognizing sound advice, I trudged to the TV
room to alert my roommate Granacki that an offi
cial burn test was in the offing.
An hour later, the three of us were in Granacki's
car, the Starship Poland.
"What is this shit?" asked Granacki.
In reply, I handed him the bottle.
"Far out," he said. 'This stuff glows in the dark."
We all looked closely. Sure enough, the bottle
seemed to glow a faint neon green in the darkened
car. I thought I detected a slight pulsation of the
glow.

" Hey, man," said Jesus. "You suppose it's
radioactive or somethin'?"
" One way to find out," I said, producing my old
corn cob pipe.
"Let's go pick up Guido."
Jesus struck a match as the car rolled past a
huge airplane hengar, and we began the rite of
passage.
By the time we arrived at Guido's barracks. we
had each had about four tokes.
"Well," I said. " Feel anything?"
Negative.
I bitched and moaned for a while, then went
'inside to fetch Guido, I explained the predicament
to him.
" Why doncha try a little more," he suggested, so
we did.
We each had about four or five more tokes, and
gave Guido a few extra to catch up.
"Feel anything yet?" I asked.
The general consensus was a very slight buzz.
" Rat shit!" I said. " Let's go to the club and have a
drink."
By the time we pulled into the Enlisted Men's
Club parking lot, our condition hadn't altered
noticeably. Feeling disgusted and angry, we step
ped out of the car into the darkness.
Then it happened.
The opening chords of Beethoven's Fifth
pounded in my brain. Thunder rumbled and
echoed through every cell of my body. Colors
careened wildly before my suddenly starinq eves.
A krngnt in shining black armor creeped up be
hind me and thrust twin flaming swords upward
into my brain, lifting me from the ground. My mind
formulated the rules for and became immediately
engrossed in a new game called "Instant Gorilla."
The few faculties remaining under my control
allowed me to notice my friends.
Jesus was standing, arms outstretched , staring
at the evening sky with an expression of
beautitude.
Granacki was on his knees. his eyes wide, his
face pressed against the cold steel of Starship
Poland.
Guido was sitting on the hood of the car parked
next to the Starship. He fondled the hood orna
ment and giggled shrilly.
"Back in the car! Back in the car!" I screamed. I
think I meant to say something else, but that's
what came out.
Somehow we managed to pur ourselves back
into the Starship. We sat there and quivered for a
while.
Granacki, behind the steering wheel, asked in a
strangled voice, "Where are we going?"
"Church," I said. "We're going to church."

The world's biggest zit is now being cons~ucted
secretly by scientists at Wright State University
near Dayton, Ohio. The zit, which will tower 76 feet
above the campus of this sleepy, surburban com
muter school, will be 100 feet in diameter, weigh
ing nearly 83 tons.
According to a well-informed source in WSU's
Executive Vice President's office, Wright State
biologists have been secretly growing zits in test
tubes for nearly a decade. Their research led to
significant discoveries in the physiology of zits,
and now they are constructing a bionic zit larger
than any known living organism.
The zit will be located on the site of what has
been officially identified as Phase II of the Biologi
cal Sciences complex at Wright State
The zit will be unveiled at a public ceremony on
July 4th. when it will be presented to the federal
government as a National Monument to the Pepsi
Generation .
Edgar Cayce, the well-known scientist and
spiritual prophet, wil on the significance of the zit
or common American pimple. in the history of
Western civil zatIon .
Cayce has 1dent1fied Dayton, Ohio as one of the
seven most I'1tense spintual centers of t'1e uni
verse. He predicts that in the event of w'11cheve•
happens first the Second Coming or nuclear ar
mageddon. Dayton w II be the source from which
all life begins anew
Cayce served as an advisor during the planning
of WSU's bionic zit He is certain that the monu
ment will put Wright State on the map as a cultural
center equivalent to Mecca, Jerusalem, and Tul
sa. Oklahoma
The zit will be popped in a ritualistic ceremony
once a month, according to the source in t e
Executive Vice President's office, and then it will
be hosed down with pHisohex.
" We wanted to give the United States of
America a meaningful gift on its 200th birthday,"
the source explained. "The zit expresses both our
research talent and also our sense of mission in
the consumer culture. We're proud that we can
say, "Wright State- Home of the World's Biggest
Zit.'"

The American Revolution Bicenntennial
Commission has refused permission to allow
the Zig Zag Manufacutring Co. to manufacture
official Bicenntennial cigaret papers, the
commission announced recently.
"We just felt that's stretching things a little
too far," Irving Glass, ARBC spokesman said.
"We have reason to believe the product would
be used In a manner that is inconsistent with
the principles of the Bicentennial celebration."
A Zig Zag company spokesman, Gary
(Boho) Geek, said the company was disap
pointed in the decision but plans to manufac
ture the product, labeled, "Spirit of '76ers",
anyway.
Products approved by the commission,
which allows the product to carry the official
Bicentennial seal, include bull semen, a toilet
seat, and a sawed-off shotgun.

DAYTON, OHIO (UPl)-Governor James A
Rhodes has called for a special grand jury to look
into the accidental deaths of four Wright State
University students recently.
The four were electrocuted when they walkec
onto the pavement of the drive way leading up to
that university's president's house.
Gaylord Swit, 19, Amelia Snodgrass, 18.
Pamela Nosegay, 18, and Timothy Poetaster, 18
all of Kettering, died instantly when they wandered
onto the pavement of the drive after the conclusion
of the university's annual May Daze festival.
Police said the university had secretly wired the
pavement to prevent people from walking up to the
President's house. The system was installed by

w~u s tIrst President,

Brage Golding.
"We must prevent as much as possible the
senseless waste of young lives upon our cam
puses," the Governor said after visiting the scene
of the tragedy. "Therefore I am asking the Attorney
General to convene a grand jury to look into the
incident, and if necessary, issue criminal indict
ments."
"Shocked and sickened" were the words the
governor used to describe his reaction to the inci
dent. " My heartfelt sympathy goes out to the
families of all the victims," he said.
University officials said Golding had installed
the system to keep " troublemakers" away from
the house in the wake of the 1970 Kent State
University shootings, where four students were
killed.
Underneath the pavement were highly electric
lines which would instantly kill any trespasser.
Friends and family of the President were given

ference to tell how the incident showed "proof" of
his theory of the CIA's involvement in John F.
Kennedy's assassination.
John Jury told reporters of his theory and then
related how he had been warning of the occurr
ence of such an incident for years. "I kept telling
people it would happen," he said. "I would ask how
many people do you know who ever drove up to
the President's house AND GOT OUT OF THE
CAR and lived to tell about it?"
The rubber in automobile tires would act as an
effective insulator from the volts, police said.

PLAINS, GEORGIA-Presidential candidate
Jimmy Carter announced today in a news con
ference there would literally be "room for the
Lord in the White House" if he takes office on
January 20.
Carter, who is resting at his home here, said
he plans to turn the famous Lincoln Sitting
Room in the White House into " the Lord's Liv
ing Room" with special accommodations for
Jesus Christ, if he is elected.
" I have said that Jesus would be my primary
advisor, and so I think He should have proper
space to work in," the President-elect said.
Christ would also be provided with a special
office in the West Wing of the White House,
where Presidents traditionally work, Carter, a
devout, 'born-again' Baptist, said.
"He's going to be my right hand man. Nixon
had his Haldeman, and I'll have the Lord," he
said.
D tails on the furnishings for the Lord's Liv
ing Room were etlll

Ing formulated, OQrtcr

said, but he noted that Christ, a life-long
bachelor who is known for his dislike of opu
lence, would probably want them to be sparse.
"You'll be happy to know that Christ is in
favor of economy in government," Carter said. •
Christ himself was unavailable for comment,
but the Vatican announced that Pope Paul VI
believed that he had signed Him to an exclu
sive long term contract.
"We'll be happy to let Him go, however, if the
price is right," the Vatican spokesman said.

special de-activators to keep the system from
operating. Special manual cut off units were also
installed within the house and the university's sec
urity office, police said.
However, the Dayton police, which was called in
to investigate the incident, said they had not been
able to figure out how the de-activators worked.
All four students died when they wandered
away from the May Daze festival, during which
beer is served. They walked onto the pavement
and died when 300,000 volts of electricity went
through their systems.
University officials said upon advice of counsel
that they had no comment to make on the incident,
but the Dayton police, after a preliminary investi
gation, termed the deaths "an honest mistake."
The department does plan to continue to investi
gate, a spokesman said at a press conference.
Local reaction to the tragedy took a bizarre twist
last night when a local activist c9 lled a news r.nn-

The Latin-American Bicentennial Association
(LABIA) has announced it will sponsor a conga line
to stretch from New Jersey to California as its part
of the United States Bicentennial celebration.
Popular television personality Desi Arnez has
agreed to lead the trans-continental conga line,
according to LABIA spokesman Juan Valdez.
Arnez qill anchor the line at its beginning to New
port Beach, California. According to Valdez,
LABIA proposes to have the line run through
California, Nevada, Utah, Colorado, Kansas, Mis
souri, Illinois, Indiana, Ohio, Pennsylvania, to its
terminus at Jersey City, New Jersey.
An estimated 2 1/2 million people will be needed
to form the line, according to LABIA. The organiza
tion has already begun recruiting people for the
line in several areas of the country and plans to
hold conga lessons for people unfamiliar with the
Latin dance, one popular in the United States dur
ing the 1940's. Arnez has also agreed to write a
special arrangement of "America" to be sung as
the conga line's members sashay from coast-to
coast.
"I theenk it's a good way to show our apprecia
tion for what this country has done for all Latin
Americans," Valdez said. He added that Arnez
was picked to lead the lihe because "America is a
nation of immigrants, and Desi is an outstanding
example of how anyone can get ahead if he wants
to in this country."
President Gerald Ford and Carmen Miranda
have also been invited to be celebrity participants
in the conga line, according to Valdez. White
House press secretary Ron Nessen said Ford was
considering participating but "he's had enough
trouble trying to walk straight, let alone dance."

